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ensign of Old England waving proudly in the
breeze. To us, fresh from the jungles of the
previous nine days, the place seemed beauti-
ful, and even after we had grown accustomed
to it, we always returned to it with a fresh
sense of pleasure. The inside of the house
was equally charming, and after our little hut
at Sylhet it seemed a mansion. The red-
coated servants were all in attendance, and a
couple of Ghoorka orderlies, so that my aspi-
rations in that direction were amply satisfied.
In a very few clays we had shaken down
most comfortably. We had brought with
us everything we possessed, and I soon
had as pretty a drawing-room as anyone
could wish for. The next thing my husband
had to do was to make friends with the
Maharajah. For this purpose a durbar was

arranged, and it took place about two days

*

after we had been there, at eight in the morn-
ing. It was a very imposing function indeed.
Red cloth was spread all over the veranda
and on the front steps, and our whole escort